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drank his wine, crumbled his roll, and blew smoke
through his nostrils, glancing caustically at the rows
of little tables, the cheap mirrors, the hot, red velvet,
the chandeliers. His juicy lips seemed to bemutmur-
ing : ' Ah ! if you only knew the dirt behind these
feathers! * Shelton watched him with disgust. Though
his clothes were now so nice, his nails were not quite
clean, and his finger-tips seemed yellow to the bone.
An anaemic waiter in a shirt some four days old, with
grease-spots on his garments and a crumpled napkin
on his arm, stood leaning an elbow amongst doubtful
fruits, and reading an Italian journal. Resting his
tired feet in turn, he looked like overwork personified,
and when he moved, each limb accused the sordid
smartness of the walls. In the far corner sat a lady
eating, and, mirrored opposite, her feathered hat,
her short, round face, its coat of powder and dark eyes,
gave Shelton a shiver of disgust. His companion's
gaze rested long and subtly on her.

" Excuse me, monsieur," he said at length. " I
think I know that lady ! " And leaving his host,
he crossed the room, bowed, accosted her, and sat down.
With Pharisaic delicacy, Shelton refrained from looking.
But presently Ferrand carne back; the lady rose and
left the restaurant; she had been crying. The young
foreigner was flushed, his face contorted; he did not
touch his wine.

" I was right/' he said; " she is the wife of an
old friend. I used to know her well."

He was suffering from emotion, but some one less
absorbed than Shelton might have noticed a kind of
relish in his voice, as though he were savouring life's
dishes, and glad to have something new, and spiced
with tragic sauce, to set before his patron.